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" Prinny has let loose his belly, which now reaches to his
knees/'   It had its terrors for Lord Palmerston as well;
since an officer, maddened perhaps by correspondence with
the War Department, lurked on his office stairs and shot at
him.   The wound was slight; the escaping minister paid the
costs of his assailant's defence;   and whilst the impulsive
critic went to Bedlam, Lord Palmerston pursued his depart-
mental way.   This year the Estimates were enlivened by his
rather brutal comment on a Whig that his speech " was
entirely made up of threadbare references to the establish-
ment of 1792, and it really appeared to him that an allusion
to the period of the Saxon heptarchy would be as applicable
to the present circumstances ";  and he paid a tribute (for
it was the year 1818) to the value of the army in civil
disturbances.   That summer he engaged in a curious dispute,
insisting on his right to direct reproof by the Prince Regent
rather than by intervention of his secretary, for the grave
offence of sending in mere triplicate a document of which the
Crown was entitled to four copies.   It contained the monthly
watchword of the London sentries, supplied (as Palmerston
irreverently conjectured) " in the event, I suppose, of the
Sovereign wishing like Haroun Alraschid to perambulate the
streets incognito/'   The  point  was fully argued;   and,
this duty solemnly discharged, he sailed again for France to
visit the Army of Occupation in its last phase.

Once more he saw the slow climb of the coast to Grisnez;
and the Calais windows, where Mr. Brummell kept his
exile, watched the mail-packet anchor in the dusk of an
October evening. Twelve hours had brought him from
Stanhope Street to Dover, twelve more to Calais; and a
final twelve took him to Cambrai He dined at head-
quarters and, until the Allied reviews began, employed
himself in instructive sightseeing. He observed the land-
scape, viewed canals, studied the battlefields of 1814,
and noted the startling silhouette of Laon, Then he
vanished into a whirl of military brilliance. A borrowed
troop-horse carried him to watch twenty thousand Russians
march stiffly by in the early light of a late autumn morning;